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"And if I hadn't missed that shot at the net	" said
Goof.
While they were talking, Julie rose and moved away. She
stood alone at the head of the flight of steps leading down
to the courts. Lewis could not deliberately join her to
thrust blunt consolations into her secret mood. For a
moment he imagined himself going up to her and saying—
there was nothing now that he might say without blunder-
ing; she was entitled to her silences. But presently, having
already passed her on the steps, he looked up and said:
"Come and watch the tennis, Julie. You can't stand there
in the sun."
"I think I'll go back," she answered.
"To the Castle? But you and Ramsdell have a match to
play this afternoon. And, when you've won it, a final to-
morrow."
"When we've won it! We shan't beat Sophie and De
Greve."
Lewis had climbed over the parapet of the steps and
was standing beside her. "You don't want to win?"
"On the court, I suppose I do. I suppose I shall want to
beat Sophie, anyhow." She smiled for the first time. "But
I can't sit here any more, Lewis. This is the third day.
People are always coming up and hovering. Then they sit
down beside me. I know beforehand what they're going
to say. What a pretty ground with the trees round it and
the Rynwyk spires looking over the trees! Then: what
a successful tournament—in spite of the war! Then: what
news have I had of my husband? Then—but you've heard
it all. Do you know why they do it? Alex and Sophie have
special reasons; some of the others, too. But the rest—
they just want to know whether I shall be glad or sorry
when . . . They think England's losing. Have you grasped
that? Even the steadiest of them. Uncle Pieter doesn't say
so. He goes on saying that, in the end, Germany will
break. But he doesn't believe it as he did. Dozens of others,
who haven't the van Leydens' character, are waiting to
applaud. It's a sort of play to them. They're beginning to
tell their neighbours what the end's going to be, and how

